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THE BEST KIND OF MONOPOLY 
LET THE PEOPLE'S GOVERNMENT SUPPLY THE PEOPLE'S INFORMATION. 
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THE JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., 


34 and 36 North Moore Street, N. Y. 
PUBLISHED ONCE A WEEK. 


TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


UNITED STATES AND CANADA 
One ¢ v, one year, or 52 humbers . ° $0.00 
One ¢ siX months, or 26 numbers 2. 
‘ ( for 13 weeks. 25 
BS” POSTAGE | 4 
Address 
THE JUDGE PUBLISHING Co 4a 4 Nor Moore st.. N. ¥ 
NOTICE! 
Contribitors must put their valuation upon the articles the 
send to us (subject to a price we may ourselves MX), or other 
wise they will be regarded as gratuitous. Stamps should be 


inclosed for return postage, with name and address, if writers 


wish to regain their declined articles, 


The Best Monopolist 


THERE seem to be 
world of ours which are born to be monopo- 


certain things in this 


lized, and others which are 


distributed 


impartially 
among the entire community. 
Among the latter are mosquitoes, spring and 
fall influenzas, and profanity; among the for- 
mer are the best seats in the cars, the secona- 
hand clothing business, and the telegraphs. 
It appears inevitable that telegraphic com- 
munication should be afflicted this way; it 
always has been, and it would seem to offer 
as shining a mark to the monopolist as a four- 
year old child does to the whooping-cough. 
THE JUDGE would suggest that Uncle Sam, 
who has been altogether too forbearing to 
such of his offspring as are his largest credit- 
ors, should take a hand in this monopoly 
business himself. Let him own all*our tele- 
graph lines, transmit our messages, and take 
our money. Since it seems that telegraphs 
cannot exist without drifting into some mo 
nopoly or other. let us have it settled once 
for all in the control of a monopoly where we 
can all have a finger in the pie- namely, i 
the hands of the Government. The plan has 
worked well in England. “There is no good 
reason why it should not be equally successful 


here. 


Ke lly Come to Life. 

THE old nursery rhyme, ‘* The lion and the 
unicorn fighting for a crown, up comes the 
little dog and knocks them both down,” is be- 
A com- 
promise candidate fills the place of the little 


ing constantly illustrated 1n polities. 


dog, while the lion and the unicorn are the 
favorite nominees of rival sections. And in 
the wake of the little dog of the Syracuse Con- 
vention, Grover Cleveland, comes John Kelly, 
boldly shouldering his way to the front again, 
and good for a score of political stricken fields 
yet. The wake of Grover Cleveland is the 
only wake John Kelly is willing to appear in 
When 
the County Democracy had laid him out as a 


just now, at least as a permanency. 





THE JUDGE. 


‘nice, dacent corpse,” with the tradition- 
al keg of whisky and barrel of praties, 
Kelly leaped into life with a whoop, and 
sailed right into the convention, with his 
40,000 votes behind him, singing, or seeming 


to sing, the immortal words ascribed to Tim 


‘¢Bad luck 
to yer sowls, do you think I’m dead?” THE 
JUDGE does not, Mr. Kelly, and he does not 


believe the C ounty Democracy does either. 


Finnegan on a similar occasion: 


Value of a Quarter Second. 


| old,” or the 


Mr. Wm. H. VANDERBILT, president of this | 
railroad, lessee of that, boss of t’other, and | 


controller of all, has a team of horses in whose 
speed he is very minutely interested—minutely 
to the minuteness of a quarter of a second 
per mile. If he would run his trains with the 
same fractional exactness the traveling public 
would be interested too; but since that would 
require more attention than he can at present 
divert from his horses, we would suggest 
another trial which, while it need not summon 
him from his beloved stables, would give the 
public almost equal satisfaction. Let him 
hitch up his celebrated team ‘‘ Early Rose” 
and *‘ Aldine,” and them 
the Fourth avenue tunnel immediately ahead 


drive through 
of a Hartford Rapid Express train, or any 
other express train ; we will allow him to se- 
lect his own antagonist, so it be rapid enough 
to insure an exciting finish. We will further 
concede Mr. Vanderbilt the privilege of using 
his own block system, whereby said rapid 
train will not be suffered to enter the tunnel 
till he and his team have been halted by tor- 
pedoes at a point suitable for the—start, shall 
Then go it, Mr. Vanderbilt, and we 
will excuse you if you become interested in 
the performance of your team even tothe 
trivial fraction of a quarter of a second. And 


we say. 


if you don’t come out of the small end of the 
tunnel, why it will be because the N. Y. Cen- 





THE Herald has something to say about the 
romance of a married young man (married to 
a granddaughter of Lord Byron), who travels 
on the banks of the Nile and sings to the fell- 
aheen Egyptian versions of the “‘Isles of 
Greece,” and other portions of ‘‘ Childe Har 
old.” The Herald’s accuracy is only ex- 
It would rather lump 
** Childe Har- 
‘¢ Corsair,” or the Koran, or any- 


ceeded by its modesty. 
in the ‘‘Isles of Greece” with 
thing else that the poem has no connection 
with, than bring the blush of shame to the 
‘* Don 


cheeks of innocence by mentioning 


Juan.” 


He was a New Jersey clergyman, and he 
took an item from an Arizona paper to the 
Sunday-school. As he spoke of the future of 
‘I always hold that a 


man returns to his first love. 


young men, he said: 
The boy who 
moves to the city wishes to end his days in 
rural simplicity. There is my son who went 
tu Arizona three years ago. He was brought 
up on the farm, and attended to the animals. 
Here is an extract from an Arizona paper. It 
says: ‘William Smith, the son of a New 
Jersey clergyman, and one of the most notori- 
ous of the’cow-boys, went over the hill yester- 
day with a halter.’” 





SENATOR WoOoD-PULP MILLER’S ears betray 
him. He should lend a little of them to 
Cadet Whittaker as a sort of skin-graft. 


SENATORS DAN VOORHEES and BEN Harri- 
SON, out in Indiana, are howling about beer. 
It always appears to ordinary mortals that 
beer can froth for itself. 


THE Philadelphia Press describes General 
Beaver as a garden of the Hesperides. Now, 
to tell the truth, he does not know or care 


about those bits of landscape. He probably 


| wouldn't give a Beaver dam for all the town 


tral R. R. and its dependencies make a | 


wrongful claim when they 
selves as the fastest. safest and best equipped 
roads out of New York. 


THE JUDGE, as all his friends KHOW, Is lave 
ish and generous to the verge ot eccentricity ; 
but he does like to encounter a lictle ordinary 
recognition in return for his extraordinary 
lavishness. Now, a week or so ago, he pub- 
lished a picture of the * anti-hugging corset,” 
for use at camp-meetings, and thereby fur- 
nished the editor of Peck’s Sun with a much 
needed idea. But the ingrate Peck has 


seized the idea and stolen much of the para- 


endeavored to pass both off as his own. A 
clear case of contempt of court 


A RESIDENT of Yorkville receutly found a 
basket on the sidewalk at his house. It was 
He grasped it quickly, 
and rushed to the station-house, crying, *‘ A 
It still lives ! 
through the 


covered with linen. 


doctor ! For I saw it kicking 


linen!" At that moment a 


advertise them- | 


womun rushed into the station-house, shriek- | 


| ing, ‘‘Mein Gott in himme!! 
| away mit my Limberger cheese ?” 


Vy for you run 


lots in al] the gardens of the Hesperides. 

LARGE false mustaches are said to be com- 
ing into vogue among the effeminate dandies 
of Canada, and the false hair artists are mak- 
ing money. Is there one of them, however, 
who would be willing to beard the lion in his 
den 7 


A PHILADELPHIA physician has in his parlor 


a sort of lounge or sofa made of the bones of 
It is, to tell the truth, a kind of 


a whale. 
bone settee. 


HOSANNAHS should never, never be sung as 


sigs vi P | if they were sockdolagers, 
graph wherein THE JUDGE describes it, and | 


A WESTERN free-trader remarked that what 
this country needs 1s more foreiznaceous food. 

A PERSONAL item says that ‘*Mary Ander 
son smokes cigarettes and spits through her 
teeth.” Almost any voung woman could do 
that, with a little practice. Now, if Mary 
were to smoke an old clay pipe aad spit 


| through her ears, her conduct would excite 


considerably more comment, and the fact 
would be worth making a note of in the news- 


papers. 


| 
| 
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Portrait of the man who saw the last Sea- 


Serpe t. 


Sik GARNET WOLSELEY’S soldiers, owing to 
some failure to connect in the commissariat de- 
partment, were obliged to go for twenty-four 
hours on a biscuit apiece. And yet it is the 
Egyptians who are called fellahleen. Surely, 
they wouldn't call a Hig! 


on such a diet, ander 


a fellow fat. 


AGRICULTURIST writes to know how to 
keep seeds from the depredations of mice ? 
Answer—Keep the mice full of cheese, which 


we believe they prefer, when they can get it, 


to seeds. 


ORATION Fl 


ma | | 





Reurvus W. Peckuam is charged with acting like a 
g sissy. Some would find this an aggravating 

Ir is extremely aggravating, when you have selected 
a peach, to find that a wasp has pre-empted the fruit, 
and resents your intrusion. 

ELEVATED railroad conductors, during the evening, 
must no longer talk to their young lady friends in the 
cars. They may forget the stations. 

Ir must be aggravating to the clothiers to havea 
man like Jay Gould going round in a two-dollar coat, 
and refusing to pay more for one either. 

Ir must be very aggravating for correspondents, any- 
how, when the cruel war is over,to have to come home 
and do the police-courts and aldermen’s meetings. 

Witu1AmM WALTER PHELPs has returned to his red 
neck-tie He isn’t a Horace Greeley, 
and must not aggravate mad bulls and turkey gobblers. 


and slouch hat. 


GROVER CLEVELAND has lived on political pap from 


the very beginning, even when he was a papoose. 
Aggravating to some people to find him fed with such 
4 great big ladleful at the eleventh hour. 

WiLtraM H. VANDERBILT was having a silly dispute 
with Frank Work concerning a quarter of a second in 
the speed of their horses, while the signal system on 
his railroad was so inefficient that persons were dying 
in a smash-up. 

Ir was very aggravating for the Hera/d correspond 
ent to find the 


Egyptian war closed in a day, especially 
yI ) I \ 


as he had just received a fresh invoice of stationery, per 


rapid camel, and had succeeded in squaring the military 
censor, so as to get his matter through. 

TuERE is nothing more aggravating, on a day which 
combines rain with wind, than the devilish ingenuity 
with which the latter element will always find its way 
to the concave surface of your umbrella, no matter at 
what angle you hold it. 











THE JUDGE. 


BARTLEY CAMPBELL, Gramatist, must either get fat 
or wear a hat small enough for one man. His present 


aggravation to the 


appearance is a constant source of 
small boy, who has always yearned to spread an um- 
brella on the top of a telegraph pole. 

Wuy should the editors of the Hera/d or the Times 
feel aggravated if Jay 
newspapers? He 


Gould gets control of certain 
is not a born journalist. The con 


test would only be between skilled journalism and the 


mere materialism of the Little Corporal. 


Ir must have been aggravating to ex-Postmaster 
James to count the ore gray hairs 
intellectual temples, and to feel that e 
before the public 
Garfield, added a few more bleached locks to the alarm- | 


ing total. 


about his 
very day he spent 
ess of 


posing inne the long illi 


to find you have 
a twenty-cent piece for a quarter, 


It is extremely aggravating accepted 


espec ially when it is 
st walked 
father-in 


‘two for a 


the last coin in your pocket, and you have ju 
ip to the cigar-stand, w 


law, and called in 


ith your prospective 
a lordly manner, for 


quarter, imported.’ 


It is aggravating, when you want 
», tofind the front pl 


nopolized by three pursy men, whi 


to finish your 


smoke atform of your street-car mo- 
are not smoking, but 
are amusing themselves by seeing how nearly they can 


] 


touch the rail with their stomachs, whil 


backs against the front of the car. 


e keeping their 


FLowER got into Democratic favor because he 
beat Astor. 


begin with, beat 


But really Astor, who was an ass to | 


himself. Therefore, Flower’s blowers 


pushed him ahead as a great popular favorite, which he 


was not. So Slocum was defeated, and the Demo- 

crats nominated a nobody. This is an agg 
LittLE Woodford goes to conventions in order to get 
mself called upon for a speech. He 

himself foremost. He is a little 


of that peculiarly aggravating sort whose bristles have 


avation. 


wants to keep 


animated tooth-brush 


become ernie by over-exercise or mildew, and stick 
in the gullet of those who are weak enough to use it. 
CapTaIn IsatAH RynpeErs, the big political blutfer 
who shakes his head from one side to the other when he 
talks, has played the game of scare for all it is worth. 
His mouth 


windmill, but a constan 
e 


would provide good motive 
t draught 
would probably aggravate 


to the 


power for a 
from such an orifice 
a well-conducted windmill 
extent of furling its sails or introducing the 
captain bodily into its machinery as an extra crank 


BROOKLYN assininity is greatly responsible for the de- 


| feat of Slocum and the nomination of Cleveland. Brook 


|} pecially that part 


| St. Lawrence woods; 





4 


—— 
Brooklyn 


lyn always antagonizes New York. 





lying around the City Hall, is the 


countriest place in the State. Even the men around 


there dress more like bumpkins than the men in the 


lyn, for Brooklyn knows no better, and the bri: 


ge edu- 


eates but slowly. 




















but this needn’t aggravate Brook- 


SWINBURNE 
fired by the 
see him 


iscoming! Algernon Charles, 
success of Oscar W 
and go him a few better. And he 
every If Oscar is a fleshly 
poet, pure and simple 
(wonder if anybody ever called him a pure 
when he gets here, and 
spends an hour ‘‘ Before Dawn” with 
‘Dolores” ‘‘In the Orchard,” and after- 
wards ascends the lecture platform to tell us 
all about it, the author of ‘‘Charmides” will 
slide trembling into the calyx of a lily, and 


-» IS going to 


can do it time. 


poet, Swinburne is a 


poet before 7), and 


whisper to the bees and other insects who 


come to prospect for honey and things, that 
he is the only great and original Oscar, who 


invented the sunflower and discovered the 
insidious beauties of horizontal stripes on the 
lining of an actress’ cloak. 

BEFORE THE JUDGE lies a copy of the Jrish 
Nation, a paper which, 
published in New York. 


tion is doing in America 


singularly enough, is 
What the Irish na- 
and what the Irish 
nation (which our ge 
integral part of th 


ographics teach us is an 

British Empire) is any- 
tions beyond the acumen of His 
A careful study of the 
in question, however, partially 


how, are ques 
Honor to determine. 
paper 
at least the first query. 


answers 
There are two prom- 
page. One 
card of a lager beer brewery; the other 
is the picture of a rifle. Obviously the Irish 
nation has removed en masse to New York 
with a view of hoisting in a sufficient quan- 


inent advertisements on the last 


is the 


tity of fighting material (what our ancestors 


called Dutch courage) at the brewery, to en- 
off the If the 


does not vive out. the freedom of Irel 


able it to fire gun. brewery 


and will 


| doubtless soon become an accomplished fact. 


‘How have the fallen?” Well, 


skin, 


mighty 


some slip up on a banana some use the 


bank for speculation, and fail 
others fall in coal chutes in 


money of the 
to connect, and 


the dark. 


‘* AN aught is nothing,” said the merchant, 


| as he added one to his customer’s bill. 




















PUT-UP JOB ON ONE O} 


Gota right fo sit on yer front stoop, have 





THE FINEST. 


yer, and spile de eft ct of le landscape? 
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PorvtaR Poems ILuustratep.— Charge of the Light Brigade.” 


Dot Leedle Books. 

AT every station on the Russian railroads 
is a grievance book, in which the traveler 
may inscribe his wrongs in any language he 
likes, and which is periodically read by the 
authorities. An American who always has 
the welfare of THE JUDGE at heart, slipped 
one of these interesting books into his pocket 
to preserve for our especial benefit. In Russia 
this act would be called theft, but we will 
dignify it to the honor of newspaper enter- 
prise. The following are abstracts from the 
abstracted book : 

‘‘Can’t get a drink this side of St. Petersburg. 

‘* DRUMMER.” 

“The insulting station-agent informed me that my 
trunks would have to go by a special freight-train, as 
the baggage-car was not a freight-train. 

‘“‘OPERATIC Star.” 

‘‘The conductor refused to take my last year’s pass, 
and I had to pay. DiscustED D. H.” 

‘‘Can’t find a newsboy, and think your blasted old 
railroad ought to have a lot of boys, a /a America, to 
drop packages of stale gum-drops and prize packages 
in passengers’ laps. Why don’t you wake up? 

**OLD TRAVELER.” 

‘The disgusting, brutal conductor compelled me to 
remove my pants and appear like the benighted and 
down-trodden women of Russia. 

‘*Dr. Mary WALKER.” 

‘“Vot you make dose sanvitches mit, eh? I breaks 
me mine new false teeth set ven I bites mit dem. By 
shumping Jimminy, somebody pay mit dose teeth ! 

** KatseR WILHELM.” 


‘My pet canary escaped from his cage while I was | 


feeding him, and your surly old conductor wouldn't 
stop for me to get out and catch my birdie. 
i “OLD Marp.” 


‘You should instruct your brakemen to be more 
careful when they call the names of stations. A brake- 
man with half a pound of plug tobacco in his mouth, 
who is in a great hurry and sticks his head inside 
the car-door to yell, ‘ Nex’ station’s Klatakisbicakos- 
katiclapskimoski—whetleliski, is almost sure to get ex- 
citable passengers, and particularly ladies traveling 
alone, all mixed up. H. Warp BEECHER.” 

‘Your conductors need a bath. Turn the hose on 
em. SANITARY.” 


’ 


‘Haven't seen a good-looking fellow I could flirt 
with since I’ve been in your mean, old country. 
‘* SwEET SIXTEEN.” 


| 


‘* Wasn't allowed to send a special to my home paper 
when the train conveying myself and the Czar ran 
over a dynamite cartridge placed on the track to blow 
up the Czar. 

‘* AMERICAN NEWSPAPER MAN.” 


‘* Ze lady in ze seal sacque call me ze puppy French- 
man, ven I smile ze mash look on ze ladies. 
| ductor punch ze head and then ze ticket. 


Ze con- 


‘* FRENCHMAN.’ 


The Poet’s Heart. 


A POET says: 
terrible hands—in your cold, your cruel, care- 
hands.” We never read of a sadder 

To have oue’s warm heart held in cold 
hands must be decidedly uncomfortable, and 
cause it to shiver as if it was wrestling with 
an attack of the ague; but when the hands are 
also cruel and careless, the solicitude of the 
owner of the heart for its safety must be very 
great. If the careless hands were to let the 
muscular organ drop, the consequences might 
be very sad indeed, and the poet would be 
justified in suing fordamages. He should not 
trust his heart in such reckless hands. If it 
were to sustain irreparable damages, he might 
| substitute an egg-plant or something that 
| way, but he could never write an ode to his 
girl and say ‘‘my heart beats for thee,” be- 
cause an egg-plant wouldn’t beat worth a 
| cent, although the poet might ‘‘ beat” enough 
| for both. 


‘You hold my heart in your 


less 


case, 











Wuat’s Levy’s favorite vegetable ?” 
to be sure. 
eatist. 


Corn, 
The man is a professional corn- 
See ! 


THERE are people who say that they can- 
not make head or tail of Laura Don’s new play, 
‘‘The Daughter of the Nile.” Laura ought to 
furnish her patrons a key, whereby they might 
study it out like a cryptogram or cuneiform 
inscription. And if she did, would it be a 
Don-key? 


Hoop’s song of the shirt is good, but he 


ought to have tacked on an annex, and worked 
in the song of the lost shirt-outton. 





THE END OF THE SEASON. 


Home come the darlings from Long Branch and New- 
port, 
Home from the mountain, the river, the foam; 
Glad as the tempest-tossed sailor to view port, 
Worn vut with travel, they’re glad to come home. 
Glad to leave boarding-house messes behind them, 
Pleased with the prospect of plenty of rest, 
Glad to be going where letters will find them, 
Joyed to be back in their snug little nest. 


Oh, but they’re weary of watering-places, 
Whirl of the omnibus, rail way and boat, 
Wearied with keeping old Sol from their faces, 
Cloyed with the clatter of gay table @héte. 
Weary of flirting 'zainst parents’ stern vetoes, 
Conscious themselves that ‘‘this thing’s got to 
stop,” 
Sick of verandas and mad with mosquitoes, 
Homesick for Broadway and yearning to shop. 


Home come the baigneuses, divinely delicious 
Rosy-cheeked, laughing-lipped, plump little pets, 
Fresh from the sea and their gambols capricious, 
In their bright tunics and gay pantalettes; 
Home from the freedom of fanciful dresses, 
Home from the rocks and the sea and thesand, 
Beauty no longer unloosens her tresses— 
White little feet are not seen on the strand. 


Home come the brave little, stout mountain climbers, 
Sated with scrambles o’er rivers and rocks; 
Names that would puzzle the craftiest rhymers 
Doffed mountain dresses and red Knickerbocks 
Brown are their hands and right ruddy their faces, 
Hear them discourse of the mountains they've done, 
Watch the delight of these muscular graces 
Voting the Catskills ‘‘ most capital fun.” 


Maybe a heart has been lost in the scramble, 

A love washed away or washed in by the sea, 
A husband been found in a summer day’s ramble, 
A life romance closed in the shade of a tree. 
The parson will end it, and who will remember 

That summer first wove the knot he is to tie— 
We realize only that this is September 
And summer lies gasping and ready to die. 


Roll on, old ocean, thy duty is ended, 
Float a few vessels and end a few lives; 
Not for a year will thy ripples be blended 
With the gay laughs of our maidens and wives. 
Cold blows the breeze round the sweet isle of Coney 
Beating its headlands with billows of snow : 
Sun-softened hearts in the chill air grow stony- 
The season is over, ‘tis better to go. 





OLD Summerbreeze calls up his children 
every Sunday morning, and catechises them 
in the Scriptures. Last Sunday he was put- 
ting his youngest through at a 2.10 gait, 
when he asked him to name the different 
Peters mentioned in Holy Writ. Epaphro- 
ditus stopped a moment, and said: ‘Don’t 
b’lieve I know ’em all, dad, but here goes: 
Saint Peter, Peter the Hermit, Peter the 
Fisherman, Peter the Great, Peter the Pump- 
kin-eater, Salt Peter, and——” ‘Hold on!” 
yelled the old gentleman, ‘that will do: 
hustle on yer duds and scoot for Sunday- 
school.” 


A STRAW bond fraud was sent to State 


prison last week. He has progressed from 
the bond to the bondage. 





Ir sugar is made from old rags, why are 
not the ragmen’s songs sweeter ? 

JULIA WARD HOWE says women do not fall 
in love any more. No, Julia, they call it a 
‘*mash ” nowadays. 
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If 1 Only Had the “Corn.” 


Ir I only had the ‘‘ corn,” 





Oh, how happy I would be, 
Lots of fun from night till morn, 
Never-ending gayety. 
Scores of friends both false and true, 
But, of course, that’s understood, — 
Howsome’er, twixt me and you, 
Come what may, the ‘‘ corn” is good. 


It would gain me social heights, 
Buy me ‘‘ puffs ” in all the papers; 
Set my direst wrongs to rights, 
And condone my foolish capers; 
Find a husband for me, too, 
Foreigner with title born, 
Or a tony native, who 
Might put wings upon my “‘ corn.” 


Then, if I should fall quite ill, 

High-priced doctors I could get, 
Who'd present a mammoth bill, 

To decrease the ‘‘ corn,” you bet. 
And if I should die, ah then 

(E’en the rich can’t death escape), 
Lots of grief (?) there would be when 

Heirs would sport my ‘‘corn” in crape. 
What a monument they'd raise, 

With my name cut deep in stone, 
How my memory they'd praise, 

Till the ‘‘corn.” was spent and gone, 
Then, perhaps, they’d let the weeds 

O’er my grave in tangles grow; 
Howsome’er tis ‘‘corn”’ one needs 

In this mundane ranch below. 


‘‘ Sweet contentment is a gem,” 
That’s what well-corn’d folks express; 
Things go smooth enough with them, 
‘Lots to eat, and drink and dress;” 
3ut it’s rough on those who have 
Not with ‘silver spoons” been born, 
Being like the last, I crave 


To be blessed with stintless ‘‘ corn.” 
—ADELE. 





The New Compositor. 


BY J. L, M’CARTHY. 

A SHORT-SIZED man, shabbily dressed, and 
with a thick, red nose, entered the office of 
the Woggleford Calabash, and requested to 
see the foreman of the composing-room. Be- 
ing shown to that gentleman, he desired to 
know if a good, steady, never-get-drunk type- 
setter was needed on the Calabash. 

The foreman replied that he was. 

‘‘Very good,” said the applicant, taking 
off his seedy coat and hat, and hanging them 
carefully on the wall, ‘“‘I’m your composing- 
stick.” 

The foreman glanced dubiously at his hard- 
looking proboscis, but being in need of an- 
other compositor, made up his mind to try 
him, and assigned him to a case, giving him 
some editorial paragraphs to ‘‘ stick up.” 

He was evidently an old hand at the busi- 
ness, for he soon proved an adept, and almost 
as fast as he received his ‘‘ copy” would set 
it up. 

When the dinner-hour came he did not leave 
the room, but disinterring a couple of big 
sandwiches from his coat, made his meal of 
them. He then left the room, but quickly re- 
appeared, and rubbing his mouth, resumed 
work with renewed energy. 

A few hours after, while the foreman was 
watching his rapid fingers going, and con- 
gratulating himself on the acquisition of such 








THE JUDGE. 


a prize, he was informed by the office-hoy 

that the editor desired to see him at once. 
‘¢Mr. Reglet,’’ said the editor, who had a | 

copy of that day’s Calabash before him, and 


a dark scowl on his brow, ‘‘ please send for | 
the man that set up the ‘ Editorial Jottings,’ 
will you?” 

‘‘Certainly, sir,” was the answer, and the | 
new compositor was summoned. He entered 
the office with a pleasant smile, and bowing 
low to editor and foreman, waited to be ques- 
tioned. 

‘*Did you set up ‘ Editorial Jottings?’ ” de- 


manded the editor, glaring fiercely at him. 
‘* Yes, sir,” returned the new compositor, 
modestly, ‘‘ I had that honor.” 
‘¢Oh, you did, sir,” sneered the man of ink; 
‘then tell me, you blamed lunatic, What you 


mean by this,” and he read from the paper as | 
follows: 


‘««Tf the Democrats do not triumph in the approach- 


ing municipal elections we are no prophet. That they 
will, nobody of intelligence doubts for a moment.’ 


‘‘There, sir!” roared the editor, who was 
a little fat man, with the very baldest of 
heads and ugliest of tempers, ‘‘ what the 
devil do you mean by that? I wrote it Re- 
publicans, you infernal ass, and you knew I 
did.” 

*¢ Yes, sir, you did,” was the cool answer, 
“but you made a mistake in that declaration, 
and I took the liberty of setting you right. 
The Democrats, not the Republicans, will 
carry Woggleford; that is my opinion, 
and——” 

‘‘Blast you!” almost shrieked the indig- 
nant editor; ‘‘do you presume to correct my 
manuscript, you blank red-nosed, shabby, 
whisky-breathing butcherer of innocent mat- 
ter? Do you edit this paper or dol? Get 
out of here, or I'll murder you!” 





‘*But I did it for the sake of the paper, 


sir. We want to have the Calabash always | 


right, you know, and my opinion——” 

This made the editor frantic. 

‘¢Curse you and your opinion!” he bellow- 
ed, his eyes bulging out, and his face looking 
as though it had been dipped in carmine ink. 
‘* Who the blazes cares for your opinion, you 
blear-eyed cut-throat. Leave the office!” 

Before the luckless compositor could do so, 
however, a wild yell arose from the desk 
where the ‘‘funny man” of the Calabash 
was seated. 

‘* Who in the dickens was it that put all this 
idiotic foolishness in my department?” ex- 
claimed the humorous individual in great 
wrath. 

‘‘T set that up, sir,” explained the new 
compositor; ‘‘ seeing how few the original 
jokes were, I ventured to add some more of 
my own composing.” 

‘You did, you meddlesome crank. Here 
is a sample of your brilliant wit, you con- 
demned ass : 

‘** Homeward bound,’ sighed William Goat, as he 
strained at the rope that held him to the back-stoop.’ 


‘¢ And here is another, equally fresh : 
‘¢ « Spell idiot with only one letter—U.’ 


‘‘ Right, you are an idiot, ifever there was 








one. And there’s nearly a column of the 


rubbish. Oh, horror! My reputation will 


| be ruined, and all through you, you misera- 


” 


ble slab-sided pirate ! 

Just at this juncture the long-haired gen- 
tleman that ran the Calabash’s obituary 
column, emitted a blood-curdling oath, and 
growled out : 

‘I'd like to get hold of the thick-headed 
clown that stuck up ‘The Grim Reaper’s Har- 
vest.’ He’d gather in another victim mighty 
quick,” 

‘*Tt was I,” said the new compositor calmly; 
‘“‘what is wrong ?” 

‘“What is wrong?” shrieked the death- 
recorder, getting into a worse rage than the 
editor or humorist. ‘‘Confound your iron 
nerve, you cheeky, soulless, tattered bummer, 
everything is wrong! See how you have 
murdered my exquisite poem on the death of 
little Susie Tucker : 

‘««Drep—In this city, April lst, Susie, only child of 
Obadiah W. and Penelope C. Tucker, aged five years, 
two months and one day. Relatives and friends in- 
vited to attend funeral to-morrow at 2 Pp. Mm. 

‘*« Our little darling’s with the angels, 
Singing with that blissful band; 
She will know no more of sorrow 
In that fair and happy land. 
‘**Qh ! little Sue, your eyes of blue, 
We ne’er shall see again, 
Until we reach where thou art now 


Free from grief and pain! 

‘*See what you have added, you callous 
wretch : 

‘**Oh! Susie was a lovely lamb, 
And sad her parents moan, 
But the darling child, she should have left 
Those verdant plums alone !’ 

‘‘What do you mean by that, you scoun- 
drel? The Tucker's will sue the paper. And, 
Holy Saint Michael! here is the death notice 
of Colonel Green, who died of corpulency, 
supplemented by some more of your fiendish 
work!” And the agonized obituaryist read 
the following verse Which was tacked on to 
Colonel Green’s obituary paragraph : 

‘ «The colonel he was very fat 
A fatter man was rare 
How ever will they get him up 
The steep and golden stair ? 

‘*Explain your conduct, you miserable 
idiot, before I murder you!” 

‘‘Why, you see, sir,” was the cool reply, 
‘* seeing that little Susie died of cholera, | 
thought an allusion to that would be appro- 
priate. So withthe colonel. We want real- 
ity in the Calabash and——” 

“Tl tell you what we want!” cried the 
obituary man, as he rose from his desk in a 
hurry, ‘‘ we want such gauly, cheeky, rum- 
exhaling, meddlesome bums as you to leave 
this office at once! At once !” 

He was a big man, and the compositor was 
small, and catching him in an iron grip he 
turned him around, bringing his back into 
full view. He then aimed a terrific kick in 
the right direction, and that type-setter 
bounded down the front stairs with the 
velocity of a fifty-pound cannon-ball, striking 
the sidewalk and rolling out in the gutter, 
where his hat and coat were thrown to him 
by the grinning office-boy. 

He will never wander in that vicinity again; 
at least, if he is wise, he won't. 
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* Please, 


Vister, 


CONUNDRUMS. 


Does Blaine plume himself ? 
Notes about town—negotiable paper! 

Does every tongue-lash have a snapper? 
Do Prime Ministers only do the priming? 
After all this firing, what are Wads worth? 


Do all cavalry officers have a saber’tashment 


Is Governor A. B. Cornell now a canvass-hacl 
duck ? 

If Blaine makes it so sick for Arthur, will he 
up his hat? 

Is Frank Spinola collar blind? That is, does he use 


his collar for blinders? 

Do modern policemen ever hit below the belt? No; 
they are brow-beaters. 

Are the swallow-tail coats that are out for the opera 
season ready for the fray? 

Why are 
tain 


some of the mine mills in Nevada |] 
modern publications? They do not 
stamps. 

Did the man who was stamped on by the old lady 


when he was down imagine that it 


was his step- 
mother? 

Sir Garnet Wolseley made no bones about capturing 
Arabi. When you gulp an oyster is there any use of 
going at it as if it were a shad? 

InstEaD of the looters of Alexandria being decorated 
with tine ribbons, is it not likely that they will decorate 
a tree at the end of a lute-string? 

‘‘What did that young lady in a wet bathing suit 
say to you, Muggins?” ‘‘I was leaning against her 
bath-house door, and she wanted re-dress.” 

This autumn seems to despise the prophecies of Ven- 
nor and De Voe, and to be running itself. Is it run- 
ning autumn-atically? Especially when the rain leaks 
through the garret? 

The great Polish actress, Modjeska, is still winning 
the love of men and the admiration of women. Is she 
an actress who knows how to dress well, and are all 
her clothes a /a Modjeska? 


Buying an Oil-Painting. 
Mrs. OREYDE, having suddenly acquired 
wealth by her husband failing for half a mill- 
ion a few months after embarking in busi- 


ness, concluded to decorate her parlor-walls | 


with a few oil-paintings. 

She called at Brusche’s well-known art em- 
porium a few and asked 
shown his best pictures—‘‘ genuine 
told her to look 
around, and she might see something that 
would strike her fancy. 
number of pictures she asked: 


days ago 
some of 


oil-paintings.” Brusche 








; HOUSES, 


ke cer- 


return the 





to be | 


After inspecting a | 
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“What 


paintings this season ?”’ 


is soing to be the fashion in oil 
“Oh, anything you like—landseapes, por- 
traits, marines, or genre pictures,” answered 
the dealer. 
‘‘Tlave you any of Shonger’s paintings ?” 
‘Veg, 
14x18 


here’s a genre,” pointing out a 


canvas, ‘‘and a charming one it is, 


| too.” 


‘Well, now, that is pretty; but it is not as 
and old 
anlwater. It’s not a chromo, is it ? 


big as some of them with 


} 


trees, 


[ want a genuine oil-paintin’.” 
The dealer assured her that it was a good 
painting. The work of an artist of note. 
‘What do suddenly 
asked Mrs. Oreyde, waltzing tothe other side 


you call this one?” 
of the room. 
‘It’s a marine.” 
‘*A merino, eh? The paint on this won't 
fade, will it ?” 


‘*Oh, no,” said Brusche, reading his cus- 


tomer, and desiring to humor her; ‘‘it will 


retain its brilliancy for years, and become 
softer in tone.’ 

‘*T don’t want a soft one,” interrupted Mrs, 
Oreyde ; ‘‘the paint might smear. 
here now, it is painted on the same kind of 
muslin as a 


wear well ?” 


chromo, Do you think it will 


‘¢ Tt will last hundreds of years.” 


‘*T s’pose if it lasts a hundred years, with- | 


Is that real 


gold on the frame, and will it peel off ?” 


out any mending, it would do. 


“It is a first-class painting, madam, and 
if you purchase it, you will never regret it.” 

‘‘Was it painted by the same man that 
painted the little one—Mr. Shonger ?” 

‘*No; it was painted by Brown —a cele- 


brated artist.” 


‘‘ Brown—Brown?” reflectively. ‘‘ I know 


several Browns. Old Peter Brownlives near 
What's the price of 
the little one—Mr. Shonger’s ?” 

“Tae 


frame, is $1,400.” 


us; but he’s a butcher. 


genre? The price, including the 
didn’t 


Haven't you any bigger ones 


‘*Gracious! I] 
were so dear. 
for $1,400?” 

‘*Oh, yes. Here’s one twice as large, which 
T can let you have for $500.” 


‘Really, now, you don’t say! And is the 








But. look | 


| the old men ?” 


know oil-paintin’s | 








paint and muslin just as good as in the little 
one?” 

‘*No difference—none at all.” 

‘‘ What's the price of that big one with the 
and and palm-trees? It 
looks like a window shade I had soon after | 
was married.” 

“Only three 
Brusche. 


mountains camel 


hundred dollars,” said 

‘*T could get a good many chromos for 
three hundred dollars, and just as pretty as 
that, too; but one of my neighbors has oil- 
paintin’s, and I’m as good as she is. What's 
the price of this little picture here, no bigger 
than a school-slate?” 

‘‘That is worth $5,000. It waspainted by 
one of the old masters.” 

‘*Law me!” exclaimed Mrs. Oreyde, her 
eyes rotating from the dealer to the picture; 
‘*the old masters charge awful, don’t they? 
It takes much longer to paint when they get 
old, I s’pose.” 

‘Can’t I sell you one of these pictures, 
madam?” asked Brusche, beginning to tire 
of the lady’s criticisms. 

“Well, I'll around, at other 
stores, and if I can’t find any cheaper, I'll 
I think it 


look some 
come back and take that big one. 
has the prettiest frame.” 

As she didn’t return, Brusche thinks some 
art fiend must have sold her about ten yards 
of a panorama of ‘‘ Paradise Lost,” 
enty-five dollars. 


for sev- 


Is there any living man who does not re- 
member the ills as well as the pleasures of his 
childhood ? 
as we go yachting in our manhood, and when 
we are laying-to in a rain-storm on the Sound, 


Is there not something mournful, 


we think of the day too long ago when our 
mother took us gently over her knee, and we 
were capsized in a squall under a spanking 
breeze ? 


Can pumpkin pies be called of an old gold 


color? 


THE Boston Globe asks, ‘‘ What becomes of 
We do not exactly know; but 
at last accounts they were holding a straight 
flush and betting against two of a kind. 


CONFUCIUS says that woman is the master- 
piece. True; especially if she is a mother-in- 
And her son-in-law frequently receives 
the masterpiece of her mind. 


law. 
Herder also 
says that woman is the crown of creation ; 
and the crown, of course, often goes for the 
scalp. 


THE talk of some women is like pickled 
tongue. 


A TRAVELER says it is interesting to see a 
Laplander riding along behind his reindeers 
while eating a candle. 
he is driving tallow ho. 


He probably fancies 





PUNCTUALITY is the soul of business, saith 
the proverb. Hence it naturally follows that 
punctuality is not material. . 
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A FLOWER IDYL. 


THERE Was a maiden nobly born, 
Her name was Lily, beauteous she, 

And phlox of bouquet me her to woo, 
And aster hand with bended knee. 


Sweet William was her choice, and when 
He sued, she said, as her eyes grew dim 
[ can’t refuchsia, William, dear,” 


And with a smi/axcepted him. 


But true love’s course ne’er did run smooth 
And her o/d man forbid the bans. 
Begonia rascal,” said the sire, 

And William went to fern lands. 


And after many daisy wrote: 
“TIL love thee, darling till I rot, 


QO! keep my memory ererqreen 


My darling! Sweet! forget-me-not!” 
O, Leander!” thus the father cries, 
‘Sweet William's gone, and you're my ¢hoice . 


Then Leander rose to seek the maid 


And thus he lifted up his voice: 


“My Lily-of-the-ralley, sweet, 

I’ve gold and land, and wealth untold ;” 
Ge-ra-ni-um! what a look she gave, 

And said: ‘I will not marigold.” 


But. sweet maid, you maple-leaf my word, 

Sweet William’s dead, passed in hig ehips. 
My Butiercup! O, say thou’rt mine 

And T the Aoney-suck-le from those lips.” 


” 


“You lilac Lucifer,” she said; 
‘He dead! Just hear that dan/elion; 

B’en now he comes.on yon swift steed— 
Welcome, thrice welcome, sweetheart mine.’ 


Tulips and hearts were fondly pressed, 

Her sire stood by, and saw the fan, 
Yielded and gave them his consent, 

Anda Jack-in-the-pulpit made them one. 


P. S.—-As they emerged from the portals of the pa- 
ternal mansion a lady’s slipper was thrown after them, 
as usual. 





Be Red when Ripe. 

OLD Summerbreeze was taking his usual 
vacation with the old folks at the sea-side last 
week, when he heard the melodious sound of 
the fish-peddler’s horn. He immediately made 
up his mind to have lobsters for dinner, 
and to buy them himself, and give the old 


people a pleasant surprise ; so he went out to | 


the cart and said: ‘‘Have you got any lob- 
sters ?” 

‘‘ Got some first-rate ones fresh outer the 
water this mornin’ ”” replied the peddler. 

‘* Well, give me about seven pounds of the 
best you've got inthe cart. How much are 
they a pound ?’ 

“Ten cents a pound,” said the fishmonger, 
as he placed the lobsters on the scales. 

Summerbreeze eyed the lobsters while the 
peddler was weighing them, and when the 
man said, ‘‘There’s seven and a half pound 
of em: but I can’t get any nearer to the 
weight you want,” he shook his head sadly, 
and pulling down his eyelid, as is his custom 
when he wished to intimate that there’s noth- 
ing green in it, said: ‘‘ Young man, I guess 
we don’t want them lobsters this week ?” 

‘“What’s the matter with ‘em, you old 
clam ?” yelled the irate fish-peddler. 

‘‘Young man,” again repeated Summer- 
breeze, ‘‘ you ain’t runnin’ away with the 
idee I’m color-blind, be yer? Yer don’t think 
yer can fool a city man like that, do yer? 





THE JUDGE. 


You just cart them lobsters back to salt wa- 
ter, and leave ‘em there another season, and 
when they get ripe they'll be red ; yes, young 
man, red, and not green, sir.” 


The peddler seized his fish-horn, and in his | 


excitement blew a blast on it that would 
have dropped the walls of Jericho, and then 
drove sadly away. 


OUR CARD RECEIVER. 


ANIMALS AT FEED. 





Mr. Eprror,—I see much discussion about smacking at table | 


or ib re staurants, Give us your judgment, 
: BROOKLYN, 

Smacking while eating is very vulgar. It is almost 
as bad as picking your teeth at table, or eating in 
your-sfiirt sleeves. 
vulgar, No nationality, perhaps, excels another in the 
art. Women do it sometimes more loudly than men. 
If you go into the restaurant of some popular dry goods 
or notion house you will see great, big, over-dressed, 


It is as nasty and digusting as it is 


bejeweled women, with greasy faces, licking their chops, 
sucking their dirty fingers and smacking like a drove of 
pigs in atrough. Nice animals of the brute creation 
seldom do it. See how nicely the cow eats. 
with her mouth shat. The horse sometimes makes : 
big noise; but the thorough-breds are seldom caught at 
it. Dogsare sometimes addicted to the habit of smack- 
ing, but they learned it from their masters. Elephants 
are nice eaters; but the monkeys that look most like 


She chews 


| our dandies make fearful smacking. But take it all in 


all, the animals at Central Park, when fed, make less 

noise than the soup-suckers and cabbage-smackers. 

German restaurants are no worse than other places. 

Judge Hilton says, that at his hotel the smacking at 

one time was unendurable; but there was a falling off. 
THE RIGHT OF WAY. 

EDITOR OF THE JUDGE: SIR 
cover a great number of sober people who never know which 
way to turn. If you are on one side of the walk they will 
take the trouble to carom over from the other side in order to 
take your place. Is this hoggishness, ignorance. or what? Is 
it a foreign custom ? 

STEINWAY LOUNGER. 


All nationalities represented here do it. The 





In walking in New York I dis- | 


American brought up in the country usually turns to | 


the right, which is according to law for beast, if not for 
man. Some common people do it because of an old 
idea in some sunny countries that the best man must 
take the shade of the wall, and 


n others, that the 
peasant must go to the wall. Some people think that 
you are choosing the best place for yourself, and you 


want it. Gentlemen who are thoughtful and consider- | 


ate always turn to the right. Some hogs never turn 
either way, but run into ladies, children and gentle- 
men alike. A good strong shoulder will turn them 
out. A lady should stand still, and then if the brute 


hurts her, she should hand him over to the police. 


BEARDING THE LIONS. 

EDITOR JuDGE.—Do any of our great men who have long 
beards wear them parted in the middle: and what do you think 
of the style? 

ENGLEWOOD, N, J. 


CASTOR, 


The parting of full beards in the middle of the chin 
is confined to young—or just young enough—men. 
It is supposed to make the wearer look more jaunty, 
and relieve the heavy solemnity of the full-bearded 
face. It is the Austrian style. The German and 
English blondes have adopted it. Our Hebrew fellow- 
citizens practice the art to a great extent, leaving on 
the sides of their jaws two heavy black tufts. We 
presume that the wearing of the beard in any tasteful 
or fantastical style is each man’s own business. Min- 


4 ister Lowell, Secretary Lincoln, and Mr. E. C. Stedman 


May part their beards in the middle; but most of the 
famous full bearded men of this country do not follow 
their example. These are Mr. Blaine, Senator Ed- 
munds, Mr. Conkling, Mr. Dana, Mr. Sehurz, Mr. 
Henry James, Jr.. Senator Mahone, George Bancroft 
Chief Justice Waite, and Justice Field. 


THE BERYL ORGAN, 
DEAR JUDGE,—What is the meaning of those stories going 
the rounds of the press, beginning with *' Be brave, Bery!?”’ 
NEWBURG, 





They are a sort ol travesty on the modern sensa- 
tional novel, written in a brief way. They are written 
for the Cheago Tribune by a young journalist who 


was once a theological student. The names of the 


hero and heroine are half hifalutin, half commonplace 
They begin with an invocation such as you ha 
quoted; then follows a lot of high-writing, a 


conclusion is ridiculous. The first one was abi 





same as all the following ones. If you would 
add a few more to the millions already printed, here is 
a mild, brief, logical form: 
a Major pre mis ‘Brace up, Plantagenet 
2 Winor premis As Nanette took Plant 
the arm of his emerald-green velvet shoot 
the ochre and vermillion sunset et t/a ul 


Prescott Spofford upsetting her palette, et« 


3. Therefore—‘' Then Plantagenet tool! 


bit it.” 
SAUSAGES. 

Mr. JuDGE,—You surely will not find fa W Ger! 
ery. It must be good, forit unites the pec 
1 good garden for eating and drinking 
and people are g red pleasantly toget ! Do 1 
the German sa tis a bond of un 

y A r 
We do not oppose German cookery f t ae 


like it.. No doubt fainilies are united by it 
shows that the blood sausage is thicker than water. 


The Rising Generation 


AT Sunday-school the teacher asks: ‘‘ What 
did God make first?’ Eager reply from the 
bottom of the class, ‘‘ The roof.” 


Four Years,—Mamma promised me a 
spoonful of jam when I go to bed; 
jam! 


oh, nice 


Six Years (who has been ‘ jammed” be- 
fore).— Well, don’t you take it. 

‘*MamMA,” lisped a little five-year-old, ‘‘ my 
new shoes hurt—oh, they hurt so!” 

‘* Let me see, dear,” answers mamma, and, 
after a brief inspection, adds, ‘‘ You’ve got 
them on the wrong feet.” 

Five-year-old, almost crying: 
de only feet I’se got.” 


‘But dey’s 


First Innocent.—I have a velocipede. 

Second Innocent.—I don’t care, I have a 
goat. 

First Innocent.—Well, my papa has a 
horse. 

Second Innocent. —So has mine. 

First Innocent.—Well, but I heard my 
papa say he had the man he bought the horse 
from. 


= ) 
And the second innocent collapses. 





SEASONABLE ENJOYMENT. 
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John Kelly, he ruled in Tammany, 
A rollicking Irishman, Gotham’s pride. 
He'd a beaatiful brogue, so rich and free, 
But he kicked the bucket one day and died. 


Crorvs—Whack! hurrah! blood and ’ounds! ye sowl ye! 
Welt the flure! ve’re trotters shake, 
Isn’t it the truth I’ve tould ye ? 
Lots of fun at John Kelly’s wake. 


They rowled him up in a nice clane sheet, 
And laid him out upon the bed, 

With fourteen candles round his feet, 
And a couple o’ dozen round his head. 











His friends assembled at his wake, 
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Hubert O. Thompson called out for the lunch. 
First they Jaid in tay and cake, 


Thin pipe and tobacky and whisky punch. 


Soon in a war they did engage, 
And ould Mrs. Tilden began to cry, 
Then faction law was all the rage, 


Arrah! John avourneen! an’ why did ye die?” 


Bedad, he revives! See how he raises! 


An’ Kelly then jumping from the bed, 
Cries, while he lathered round like blazes: 
‘‘ Bad luck till yer souls! d’ye think I’m dead?” 
































THE JUDGE. 





HOW ARE THE MIGHTY FALLEN! 





| ‘*But I haf no sister,” s@id Moses. ‘I 
think you vas no puy dot coat; you vas come 
here mit shoaks on me.” 

‘* Now, mine frendt,” commenced the buyer, 
again giving the sign manual, ‘‘ vot vas the 
least monish vot you take mit dot coat ?” 

Moses’ face brightened. ‘‘I vas sell dot 
coat for fifteen dollar, but if you efer dell a 
lifiin’ soul vot you pay for him I vas a ruined 
man.” 

‘* | haf loss dot gombination mit mine safe, 
but I vas gif you a fifé-dollar note from mine 
bocket-book.”’ 

‘¢T could not sell dot oafercoat for less dan 
ten dollar,” said Moses. ‘‘T vas lose a ten- 
dollar pill mit him then” 

‘*Will you take the ¥ ?” asked the pur- 
chaser, as he got to the door. 

‘‘Tsaac, you may do up the oafercoat for 
the gentleman. He is a beculiar frendt mit 
me. Saves 


—_—_ 


Dot Oafercoat. 


He was a full-blooded American, and he had 
seen second-Hand and ‘‘ hand-me-down ” cloth- 
ing dealers in his life-time, and gone them one | 
better. 

He entered the Israelite shop; and per- 
forming the Masonic sign manual of the Jew, | 
by elevating his hand to the level of his ear 
and shaking it parallel to his shoulder, ex- 
claimed: ‘‘ How you vas, mine frendt?” 

‘‘T vas not so vell,” replied Moses. 

‘*Haf you a $45 dollar oafercoat vot vas 
make to order for a student, vot you vill sell 
me for dree dollars?” 

Moses looked at the would-be purchaser 
from head to foot. ‘‘Vas you anorphan?” | 

‘* No, I vas no orphan, but I haf a brudder | 
mit Shattam street vot sells goods vot vas 
an orphan.” 

‘*T think you vas give me taffy.” 

‘* Well, how about that overcoat, old man?” | . 
suggested the prospective purchaser, in regu- QueRY for the universal suffrage crowd : 
lar U. S. language. Ought not snails to vote, inasmuch as they 

‘‘Tsaac, vill you show the gentleman dot | are all householders ? 
make-to-order Brince Albert oafercoat, vot | 
you puy vone veek ago mit dot student ?” 

The coat was produced and thoroughly 
inspected. 

‘*You vill sell dot coat 
asked the purchaser. 


Apvices from Paris relate that Sardou is 
studying English, with the object of trans- 
lating for the future his own plays. 

sad to hear it. 


We are 
for dree dollars?” 


‘* How could I do dot, mine frendt? 
coat vas cost me dwenty dollar. I could not 
sell him to mine brudder for less than dwenty- 
fife.” 

‘Perhaps your sister would take it off 
your hands for fifteen,” suggested the buyer. 


Dot | 


the world can now be 


This 1s reasonable enough; 


A JOURNEY round 
made for $800. 
but the price must come down considerably 
lower, or newspaper men will continue to cut 
across the fields the nearest way, instead of 


going around, 


oN 


Tue life of a census-taker is not always a 
happy one. When the next in 
course of collection (this is not a contradic- 
tion in tenses, and probably won’t be for 


census was 


some years to come), a census-taker entered 
a Chatham street establishment, and 
ceeded to collect the usual information. 

‘‘ What is your name?” was the first ques 
tion. 

‘‘Vas you guller-plind dot you don’t read 
Isaac Moses by the signin dree gullers— 
black and gold ?” 

‘*Ah! you are Isaac Moses, then? 
business?” 


pro- 


What 


‘*Vot peesness! Holy Moses! he vants to 
Don’t you got sum smell 
by dot long nose? Vell, I sells ole clothes.” 


‘* Ah! Isaac Moses, dealer in old clothes! 


Now, what is voureaion, please ?” 

“Vell, dose fellowmedon't know somedings 
aval, I tells you my mame vas Isaac Moses, 
Ivsells ole clothes, wid T-lives by Chatham 
F strass; und you ask me vot vas my religion?” 

“Yes, and I would be much obliged by a 
plain answer to a plain question,” 

‘Vell, don’t give it avay—I vas a Kva- 
ker.” 


know vot peesness ! 


A SMaRT boy wastoldto Compare full. He 
did it in this way; Positive, ‘‘full,” com- 
parative, “plumb,” superlative. ‘ stiff.” 

New and appropriate title for the Egyptian 
rebel: Arabi Pshaw ! 


It is not always plain sailing even at the 
theater. The other night at one of the places 
where tights and dimity were attracting the 
eyes and opera-glasses of several old bald- 
headed water-melons in the audience, one of 
the young ladies in the wings remarked that 
they were sailing in under bare polls. 





WAGNER hates Jewish music. He abuses 
it on every convenient occasion. He will not 
admit that Jews have been good composers. 
He will indorse no Jewish notes. Now, let’s 
ruin him. 


You may say what you please about Phipps, 
‘*the meanest thief,’ who robbed an alms- 
house, but his excuse must be that he was a 
politician. There is not a politician alive 
who will not take all the soft soap he can get. 

Mr. VANDERBILT'S horse-loving rival brought 
out his pair of Work horses, 








VANDERBILT'S fine horse, Early Rose, is not 
a small potato. 


THE comets are coming. In fact, they are 
resolving themselves into a posse comet at us. 

‘* AS we charged,” says a war correspond- 
ent, ‘the bugles blew.” 
a trumped-up charge. 


It must have been 











as anything else. 





deep. 


DEER are very beautiful animals; but in 
their fights they are about as bad and mean 


All of which goes to show 


that the beauty of the stag is only buckskin 






































THE JUDGE. 












































THE ROMANCE OF A FALL POEM. 


Is this Oscar Wilde? Oh, no. This is only a|\ Is the editor in? Oh, yes. The editor is in, and he hears the} 
harmless poet. He has a fem stanzas on angelic footsteps of this songster of ihe autumn. | 

** Falling Leaves, He is going to visit | , . ; | 

the editor. | 


OUR POPULAR FARCES. 


REPORTED BY ‘ ED.” 


FRENCH FLATS. 


CHARACTERS. 


Tommy Dopp. Mr. VERDANT. 


ScENE.—Tommy Dopp's Apartments. 
Tommy dD. 
More glad—flattered extremely, in fact! 
Know you have just got back from your wedding-tour, 


Hello, Verdant, old fellow! glad to see 
you. than 


and take it very kind that you come to call upon us so 


soon ! 


Sorry Mrs. Dodd ain’t in! 
Mr. V.—In splendid health. 
Tommy D.—Good ! 
Mr. V.—Thanks. I just came around for a second. 

We have not settled as yet. 

No? What do you mean to do—board, 

live with your folks, go to keeping house, or what? 
Mr. V.—Tell neither. I 

mean to take a flat, and I came around to get your 


How’s your wife ? 


Take a seat; havea cigar. 


Tommy D. 


you honestly, Tommy, 
advice. 

Tommy D. (effusively). 
Only way to live. 

Mr. V. Yes, it does seem to be a 
nice one. But is not this room pretty small? 

Tommy dD. 
for a flat. You can’t expect to have a whole park, you 
know. We use this for a parlor, and I find it is roomy 
enongh for our company. 
for more than four guests at a time, but then the rest 
can sit out in the hall or wait on the stoop. There is 
not space enough for a piano, because if I should get 


Get a flat by all means. 
Just see my flat. 
(looking around). - 


Small? bless you, no! It's capacious 


Of course there is not room 


one you could not get through the room without being 
obliged to crawl under it; and I will confess I would 
like to be able to have a sofa, but—look out, Verdant, 
bend your head when you rise or you will knock down 
the ceiling. The ceilings trifle low, but 
make the room look home-like. 

Mr. V. 


are a they 


How’s your bedroom? 


Tommy D.—Couldn’t desire a nicer. Right in the 
middle of the flat; no windows; ain’t bothered with | 
daylight, have to burn gas all of the year around. } 


Makes it a little hot in the summer, but we get a good | 
breeze from the kitchen. 

Mr. V.—Bedroom large? 

Tommy D.—N The only way to get 
into the bed is to crawl over the foot-board, but one can 


no, just cozy. 


get all the space they desire if they wanted to sleep on 
the floor. 
upon the wall, and a couple of hook§ driven in the wall 


Our bureau we've got stored, but a glass 


for towels ‘and brushes and combs does just as well. 








Then we've got another room for company, just a trifle 
stuck 
day. Brown weighs about three hundred pounds, and 
I'll be blessed if he didn’t get stuck fast. Got into it 
somehow, but could not get out. Wedged tight. We 
were obliged to knock down part of a wall to release 
him. 


smaller than ours. srown got the other 


In it 


He actually was mad about it; swore he would 
rather sleep in a band-box 
the room either. Billy is six feet two inches tall, and 
he said he had to double up like a hinge. Sleep with 
his feet in his mouth, metaphorically speaking. Folks 
with physical faults like Brown and Ludlow had not 
ought to go visiting, though. 
Mr. V.—I—I suppose not. Is your kitchen nice? 
It’s, mayhap, too snug 
Every time the cook fries eggs she has to 


Tommy D.—Best I ever saw. 
for some. 
sit outside on the window-sill to give the frying-pan a 
show. By the way, we've burnt up acook about once 
a week since we’ve been here. 

Vr. V.—Burnt up a cook! 

Tommy D.—Yes. You see to get out of the kitchen 
they have to jump over the stove, and it requires con- 
siderable skill and acrobatic ability for them to clear 
the stove without setting fire to their dresses. Sort of 
saves money for us, thoy ch, for if the cook is burnt up 
before her month is e don’t have to pay her wages. 


Mr. V.—Ah, you have a bath-room? 


Tommy D.—Certainly. Elegant bath-tub, too. Fully 
two feet long. If the hot water would run and the 
builder had not forgotten to put in cold water, I should 
enjoy my baths splendidly. 
refrigerator in it. 

Vr. V.—Indeed. 


As it is now, we keep the 


By the way, what was that sort 


Billy Ludlow did not like | 


: this a collision on the Elevated Road? Oh, no. This is 
only a onument to blasted ambition, erected by the 
appreciative editor, 

about dawn. Has a very lively set of friends. Often 


they will sing till the milk-man comes around. 


Vr. V.—Ahem. Who has the third flat ? 
Tommy D. prou l/y).—You'’ve heard of Smith ? 
Mr. V.—Smith ? 

Tommy D.—Yes 

Vr. V.—What Smith 

Tommy D.—Signor Smith. 

Yr. V.—The cornetist ? 


Tommy D,.—The same. 
Mr. V. 


Tom my dD. 


Plays at Skinemquick Beach ? 
The same. He oceupies the flat, and 
we enjoy a nice musical treat, for he practices upon 
the cornet till 2 a. M. regularly. He's been practicing 
that new waltz of his that he means to play next season 
for sixteen hours a day for the last five weeks. Really 
if he Keeps on I believe it will grow monotonous. 

Mr. V.—I should think so. 

Tommy D.—The fifth and last flat, the one above us, 
is occupied by the Caseys. Quiet couple, very, only 
Mr. Casey will occasionally get in liquor. He's a genial, 
convivial soul, and comes home and smashes the furni- 
ture. Every once in the while Mrs. Casey will come 
and sleep with us, because Casey wants to kill her. 


Only last night she was here. Casey fired six shots at 


| her with a revolver, but he was awful sorry for it this 


of a cubby-hole I stumbled into before I reached here? | 


Tommy D.—You will 


have your joke, Verdant. 
That is our dining-room. Itis the largest 
of our flat. We had a party of twelve the other night, 
and only eight had to stand up. There are not many 
flats as commodious as ours. 

Mr. V.—Nice families live here ? 

Tommy D.—The elite, sir. The first flat is occupied 
by the Van Kickemups, old Knickerbockers. Their 


eldest son, Wouter Van Twiller Van Kickemup, is 


crazy, poor fellow; but they generally keep him 
chained. Once in the while, though, he gets loose, 


and forays around the house with a carving-knife, seek- 
ing for blood. His folks always 
ever, and the janitor lassoos him 


give the alarm, how- 
before he does much 
Sad affliction for the Van Kickemups. 

Mr. V. (dryly). 

Tommy D.—Mr. Muller has the second flat. 
fellow, Muller. He’s an actor, unmarried. Very so- 
ciable. Gives parties three nights out of the week, 
after the theater is over. 


cutting. 


Very. 


Begins at twelve, ends 





apartment | 


Nice | 


| 


morning, poor fellow. 


Mr. V.—Y—yes. How much does the flat cost you ? 
Tommy D.—Three hundred. 
Mr. V.—A year? 


Tommy D.—Heaven bless you, no ! 
Vr. V.—Ain’t that steep ? 
Tommy D. 


A month. 


Steep! Cheap as dirt. Recollect we've 
got a brown-stone front; the boiler factory in our rear 
don’t the 


‘* Beaconsfield,” and our janitor wears a uniform. If 


bother us much; name of our flats is the 


you want to be happy and move in the best society 
hire a flat ! 
{ Vet Mr. VERDANT did not. 


[CURTAIN. ] 


Mr. JAMES G. BLAINE has learned the art of 
concealing himself at the right time, 
when other people 


and 
are in a hurry to show 
themselves off, is the burden of a newspaper 
article on the great Republicar hero. ’ Blaine 
If he hap- 
pens to drop, he rolls under the bureau, and 
nobody can get at him except Mulligan. 


must be the shirt-stud of politics. 


WHAT is one (sausage) man’s (sausage) 


meat, may be another man’s poison. 
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A FEW SPECIMEN TRAMPS. 


It was a mighty mean trick to play upon 
a confiding, unsuspecting husband, and mar- 


ried men, whose business keeps them down to | 


the office until midnight, or who must assist 
in conferring the forty-seventh degree at the 
lodge, or mingle in a political caucus, cannot 
too highly condemn such practical jokes; 
though we don’t suppose the victim’s wife 
ever dreamed that her little scheme would 
have such a serious culmination. You have 
seen these boxes which, when the lid is re- 
moved, exude a toy snake, looking so natural 
that unless you swore off last, New Year’s day 
you think you've got ’em again! 


terfeit serpents on his side of the bed, and 
when, a few hours after midnight, she was 
awakened hy ‘Thieves! Fire! 
Snakes! Murder!” and heard some one waltz- 
ing around the room, upsetting things and 
knocking the bark off his shins, and emitting 
coruseating profanity, she knew that the 
bogus reptile had gone right to the spot and 
promised to bring forth good fruit. 
quickly concealed the snake, and he swore 


cries of 


She 


that he only had taken eleven drinks since 


supper, and thinks he must have been | 
drugged. He goes home before midnight 
now. 


GRATITUDE OF ANIMALS.—Sunday-school lit- 
erature has, from time immemorial, made 
great capital out of the gratitude exhibited 
by the lower animals, and have pointed many 
a moral, and adorned many a tale, anent 
man’s ingratitude thereby. Wecommend the 
following paragraph, clipped from the Nor- 
ristown Herald, to the next compiler on the 
subject : 

Dr. George W. Roney, of Pottstown, while fording 
the Schuylkill above that borough yesterday, was 
kicked by his horse and knocked into the stream. He 


had gone out upon the shaft to loosen the check-rein 
to let the horse drink. 


Well, all | 
his wife did was to place one of these coun- | 


‘Ts falsehood ever justifiable ?” asks a re- 
| igious weekly. Ifitis not justifiable when an 
able-bodied man with a lusty club in one hand, 


a newspaper in the other, and murder in his 





an article in the paper, asks in thunderous 
‘*Ts the editor in ?”—if falsehood is not 
justifiable under these circumstances, then a 


tones, 


law should be enacted by the next Congress 
making it so—permitting the intimidated 
| molder of public opinion to inform the irate 
individual that the editor left the night before 
for Egypt, to interview Arabi Pasha, and was 
not expected back for thirty-seven years. A 
man would have to be pretty full of revenge, 


and slaughter, and destruction generally, to 
take a seat and wait thirty-seven years for 
the editor’s We don’t believe he 
would do it, no matter how great the provo- 


return, 


cation. 


A SCIENTIFIC writer says: ‘‘ A little extract 
of ginger, mixed with hot water and sugar, 
will counteract the bad effects of a wetting.” 
There’s nothing new about this discovery— 


save the ginger. 


something with hot water and sugar; but, if | 


| our memory is not at fault, it was not ginger. 
Anyhow, it wasn’t spelled that way. 


WE were once in a city that contained 
about thirty public clocks, and no two struck 
at the same time. One waited for another to 
finish striking before it commenced. When 
the hour was one o’clock this did not make a 
very material difference, save that the stran- 
| ger supposed that one clock was striking 
twenty; but when the hour was twelve, it 
was about half-past two when the last time- 
piece tolled off the hour, and the man who 
thought he had thirty minutes to catch the 


12:30 train got badly left. 


For years the bad effects of 
a wetting have been counteracted by mixing | 





| battle was 





THE war is over, and no more we'll be 
daily regaled by the man at the other end of 
the cable with the startling intelligence that 
Arabi Pasha has been declared a rebel; no 
more we'll read the thrilling news that an- 
other vessel has left London with reinforce- 
ments for General Wolseley; the announce- 
ment that a jehad is imminent will no longer 
paralyze us as we run over the foreign news 
in our daily papers; the amazing information 
that an American newspaper correspondent 
interview with the Khedive or 
Omar Pasha Lufti, or has been summoned by 
the Porte to impart a plan for bringing the 
war to a successful close, will greet us no 
more; the reports from Kassassassassin or 
Zigzagzigazag that the Rebel loss in the last 
3,000 killed and ten wounded, 
3ritish lost only one man, will 
The war is over—and so is the liar 
He is still over there 


has had an 


while the 





cease. 


who sent us the news. 


| somewhere. 





eye, enters an editor's office, and, pointing to | 


IN Turkey there is no love-making. If a 
man wants a woman he purchases her, on 
the score of economy, it is presumed. In 
this country there is plenty of love-making, 
but a woman is often sold, just the same. 
P.S.—And so is the man. Pretty often, fel- 
low-sinners, he’s sold worse than the woman, 
we’ve been told. 


A NEW ORLEANS man has invented a device 
for cooling air. It will fill a long-felt want. 


| When a young man is sitting up with his best 








girl, and about midnight, when he is whisper- 
ing in her little pink ear that if all the coal 
mined in this earth in one year was to be 
emptied into the sun, it would not cause any 
perceptible change in our atmosphere, when, 
at this juncture, her motier inserts her night- 
capped head in the room and exclaims, in a 
rasping voice, ‘‘ Mary Jane, is that young man 
going to stay all night? You'd better come 
right off to bed. You know to-morrow’s 
wash-lay”"—then the air becomes oppres- 
sively hot, as if by magic, and the youth feels 
that a device that would bring the tempera- 
ture down a few hundred degrees would be a 
priceless boon. 


THEY Dipn’tT Come To BLows. 

‘Tr yer say another word I'll mash yer,” 
yelled Summerbreeze after they had argued 
the subject to the point where ‘you're a 
liar” always comes in. 

‘* Well, sail in, you old blatherskite; hit 
me if you want to.” 

‘Hit yer, hit yer,” snorted Summerbreese; 
‘do you suppose I'd hit a man when he was 
sittin’ down ?” 

**Oh, that’s the way I thought you wanted 
to hit me,” said his friend, and the argument 
was dropped. 

OWING to the sudden cessation of hostilities 
in Egypt, the hundreds of American mules 
purchased for General Wolseley’s army will 
never reach that land of obelisks. This will 
be a terrible blow to the Egyptian humorous 
paragrapher, who was joyously anticipating 
an entirely new subject for jokes. 
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On his way home from the first night of ‘‘The 
Romany Rye,” at Booth’s, and when he had in some 
slight degree recovered from the eflects of the appall- 
ing heat of the house, TuE JupGE unbosomed himself 
to his companion as to Mr. Sims’ plays in general, and 
‘‘ The Romany Rye” in particular. 

‘‘T think the prevailing cry of the critics against 
what they term the ‘melodramatic craze’ is carried too 
far, andis anyhow not much to the point. The public, 
as a rule, know, and indirectly dictate to the managers, 
what style of entertainment they want, and it is the 
managers’ interest to supply it, and the critics’ office 
to critically and impartially examine the work brought 
under their notice, and then declare whether, sui gen- 
eris, that work is good, bad, or indifferent. I cannot 
say that I place ‘The Lights o’ London’ or ‘The 
Romany Rye’ among plays of a very high class, but, 
in the name of justice, let us be fair to them, and not 
howl in parrot-like phrases that the bold, bad man- 
agers are vitiating the public taste and producing bad 
and expensive articles when good and cheap ones 
would pay them better. In matters theatric, as in 
all else, the demand governs the supply, and I for one 
believe that, instead of the stage educating the public, 
the public educates the stage. What we have just 
seen to-night is in the first place not a melodrama at 
all; it is a mere succession of wonderfully realistie 
and beautifully elaborated scenery, one’s interest in 
which is heightened by the string of commonplace 
incidents, varied by an occasional, more or less, dra- 
matic situation, on which they are strung. Looked at 
from this point of view, we have just witnessed a 
With the exception of 
two atrociously painted and designed drops, the scenery 


clever piece of scene setting. 


is excellent and the mechanism ingenious. The changes 
are worked with machine-like precision, and from first 
to last artists and stage-carpenters are to be congrat- 
ulated. It is characteristic of the piece that the can- 
vas and paint should be criticised before the flesh and 
blood, but this must not be taken as implying any 
slur on the cast. They are all up to the level of re- 
spectable and hard-working mediocrity, some of them 
indeed above it. Mr. Mackay narrowly escaped creat- 
ing a powerful part as Joe Heckett, and it was more 
the author’s than the actor’s fault that he failed. 
Miss Stockman’s Gertie Heckett was exaggerated, 
but this, in a theater as large as Booth’s, is allowable. 
Why Miss Cayvan should have worn the same airy, 
gy psy costume through all the sudden changes of season 
through which she passed I can’t imagine. Perhaps 
the suddenness with which Mr. Sims changes summer 
into winter prevented the gypsy maid from getting her 
winter ‘‘ duds ” out from her * uncle’s.” Butshe might 
have borrowed a shawl when the snow covered the 
ground. Mr. Dixey as Boss Knivet was laughable, but 
‘the scent of Variety clings to him still.’ To sum up—I 
think ‘The Romany Rye’ good of its kind, though it 
may be a mighty poor kind, but if the public want apd 
will pay to see a poor kind, why blame the manager 
when, as a business man, he gives them what they 
want?” 


The Harrisons, in their new play of ‘‘ Viva,” are rath- 
er out of their element, and naturally cause one to 
wonder why, when they have made money and achieved 
a reputation, of a sort, in a well-defined form of comedy, 
they should launch out on the risky sea of dramatic 
drama. 


Mdlle. Théo is more charming than ever in ‘‘La 
Jolie Parfumeuse,” but we see no reason to alter our 
opinion as to the Parisian favorite, and we think Mr. 
Grau will be inclined to agree with us when he “foots 
up” at the close of the season. 


FRE JUDGE. 


If ‘‘ variety is the salt of life,” salt must be at a dis- 
count round about the Alcazar, for there ‘ variety” 
pure and simple has succeeded ‘‘Olivette” 


suggestive Selina. 


and the 
It is a fair show, too, only a little 
too much of the ‘intermission ” business, and a gen- 
eral slowness mar it to some extent. 

Miss Palmer had a successful week at Haverly’s, and 
now Sam Hague and his English Minstrels hold sway. 
There are some clever vocalists in the company, and 
the first part is excellent ; but their “ nigger ” business 
is funny from the wrong point of view. 

The genuine ‘ Black-birds” are, after all, to be 
found at the little house on Broadway, and Messrs. 
Backus, with their associates, 
‘* raise the roof” nightly. 


sirch, Hamilton & 





CAPILLARY attraction: 
hare. 


Running after a 
[Patent applied for. | 


PROPOSITION in police mathematics: Given 
the number of a policeman and the diameter 
of his beat—find his area, if you can. 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS. 


NYACK-ON-Hupson.—Sketch declined. 

E. (Baltimore).—Under consideration. 

X. Y. Z. (Chicago).—We cannot accept your suggestion. 
THIMBLE-RIGGER.— You can’t play that little game on us. 
PETER PIPER.—You have piped unto us and we have not 
danced, and, what is more, we don’t mean to. 

A. D. (Jersey).—Prefix a capital “B*’ to your initials, and 
you have THE JUDGE'S Judgment on your verse. 

H. K. Jonnson.—Send along your samples and they will be 
inspected. Portion of your last batch is accepted. 
Max.—Your parody is a good idea badly worked out. Paro- 
dies should respect metrical laws, and imitate their originals. 
T. B. S. (Holyoke).—You may rhyme Tartar with quarter if 
your conscience will permit you to waste a quarter in that 
way, but you can’t do it in these columns. 

Quiz.—Get a pair of spectacles—or a quizzing-glass. No 
such item as you refer to ever appeared in THE JUDGE, and it 
is not likely it ever will—“ not if the court knows itself, and it 
thinks it do.” 

H. R. Evans (Baltimore).—Your sketch of an armored train 
is respectfully declined. We would suggest that you make a 
working mode! and step on it. Your untimely demise would 
doubtless make THE JUDGE weep, but, if weep he must, he 
would rather shed tears over your fragments than over your 
wit. 

Drv. Stvu.—Don't ask us Bible conundrums. We don’t like 
them. Can’t say why Cain killed his brother. Because he was 
Abel, very likely. We don't know of any modern titles which 
obtained in biblical history, except the “ barren fig-tree.”” The 
smallest insects we recall in our Bible reading are, the 
‘* wicked flee,”’ and the ‘‘ widow’s mite.” But we don’t pro- 
fess to be an authority on such matters anyhow. 





Castoria. 
Stomachs will sour and milk will curdle 
In spite of doctors and the cradle; 
Thus it was that our pet Victoria 
Made home howl until sweet Castoria 
Cured her pains;—Then for peaceful slumber, 
All said our prayers and slept like thunder. 





cee ome “DE MONTIGNY.” 
JUDGE : I pronounce this delicious wine 
UN X D. 
All in court have glasses filled, and cheer, 
“DE MONTIGNY !” 
Extra first quality dry. 
E. C. RAMSDEN, Sole Agent, 108 Front St.. N. Y. 





SHORTHAND Writing thoroughly tauant by mail 
or personally. Situations procured 
all —_ when competent. Send for circular. W. G. CHAF- 
FEE, Oswego, N. Y. 





NERVOUS Sufferers, mail a three-cent stamp for a cir- 
DEBILITY.| cular of a reliable cure. Address J. B. 
HURTT, Reliable Druggist, 73 W. Baltimore street, Baltimore 
Md, Name paper. : 





KISSME ) A Delightful PERFUME and BREATH PU 

RIFIER. Persons who have an offensive 
CACHOU J breath, arising from the teeth or stomach. it 
removes all offensiveness, and makes the breath sweet and 
pure. Mail twenty-five cents to W. FOX, Box 25, Fultonville 
New York. ; 





TILES PERMANENTLY ERADICATED IN 1T03 
weeks, without knife, ligature, or caustic. Send for circu- 
lar containing references. DR. HOYT, 36 West 27th st.. N. Y. 


$1.000 REWARD for a pertume like Read’s GRAND 
. DUCHESS COLOGNE. It took first premium at At- 
lanta; also The World’s Fair, and was pronounced the best in 
the world for pungency, strength, and delicacy of odor. It is 
made of Ottar of Roses and French Flowers. — 








13 


ECONOMIZE TIME AND LABOR! 


OAAANQ LLL ZA, 












,, “f PTV . 
Kg hip, “— 
CITMMANIN, SS 
does both. Itis a most desirable substitute for infammatie 
acid, gritty powders and polishes, without abrading or cor 
roding. 

Silver, Plated Ware, Nickel Plates on Stoves, Brass 


Plates, &c,, &c. 


Buy and you will Continue to Use It. 


REJECT IMITATIONS! 


CRANDALL & CO 
SAL. d es 
OLDEST RELIABLE HOUSE. 
Premium Baby Carriages, 
with latest improvements; Crandall’s parasol 
top, shifting to any position. Send for price 
sist. Goods shipped C. 0. D. Warerooms—3d 
ave., between 37th and 38th sts, Ask for the 

Genuine Crandall Safety Carriage. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the 
best Candies in the World, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents, Try it once. 


Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago 














bis ¢ z Jin the May numberof the Pex. 

z tis hy MAN'S ART JOURNAL begins a 

4 G-—_____Jeourse of Practical Writing 

Lessons, by H. C. Spencer. Send two 3-cent stamps for 
& copy, or $1 fer one year with elegant premium 

D. T. AMES, PUBLISHER, 205 Broadway, New York. 


1 7 
COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 

The Bicycle has proved itself to be a per 
manent, practical road-vehicle, and the num- 
ber in daily use is rapidly increasing. Pro 
fessional and business mem seekers after 
health or pleasure, all join in bearing witness 
to its merits. Send 3c. stamp for catalogue 
with price list and full information. 


THE POPE M’F’G C0., 626 Washington St., Boston Mass. 


NEW YORK RIDINC SCHOOL, 34th St., near 3d Ave. 











Marks Improved 
ADJUSTABLE 


Folding Chair 


With over 50 changes of posi- 
tion. Acknowledged the best, 
Seven different articles of fur- 
niture combined in one, and so 
simple that a child can readily 
transform it from an easy chair 
to a lounge, bed or child’s crib. 

MARKS A. F. CHAIR CO., 
Sole Prop’rs and Man’frs, 850 Broadway, N. Y. 
Chicago Office, 221 and 223 State Street. 


vor HHEUMATISM 


Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, French Vegetal Salicylates, infallible 
harmless, scientifically proclaimed specifics relieve at once: 
cure within four days. Box, $1. Beware of salicylic substi- 
tute. L. A. PARIS, No, 102 W. 14th st., N. Y., only representa- 
tive. Send stamp for pamphlet and references. Authentic 
proofs furnished at office. 











WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


DUCAL BRUNSWICK 
GOVERNMENT BOND, 


which bonds are issued and secured by the above German Gov- 
ernment, and are redeemable in drawings 


THREE TIMES ANNUALLY, 
Until each and every bonds is drawn. 
THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 


150,000, 90,000, and 60,000 Reichsmarks, 


And bonds not drawing cne of the above prizes must draw a 
premium of not less than 
69 Marks, as there are No Blanks. 
ONE REICHSMARK EQUAL TO ABOUT 24 CENTS, GOLD. 
The next drawing takes place on the 
ist OF NOVEMBER, 1882. 
Country order, sent in registered letter inclosing five dollars, 
will secure one of these bonds for the next draw ing, Ist of No- 
vember, For circulars and other information address the 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING 0O,, 
(ESTABLISHED IN 1874.) 
No. 150 Broadway, New York City. 
ae The above Government Bonds are not to be compared 


with any Lottery whatsoever. and do 
4 ats ‘ not conflict with any o 
the laws of the United States, th aha 


N. B.—In writing, please state that you 8aw this in THE JwpGE. 
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“Sulphur Soap” secured by Letters Patent. 





Fe 


Sulphur Soap 


FOR CURING 


Obstinate Skin Diseases 


AND ALSO FOR 


BEAUTIFYING THE COMPLEXION. 


WHEN USED DAILY IN THE TOILET, ONE CAKE 
(25 CENTS) 1S SUFFICIENT TO TEST ITS 
WONDERFUL EFFECTS IN CLARI 
FYING THE COMPLEXION. 

Three cakes GLENN’S SULPHUR SOAP for 60 cts. 


Will afford TWELVE AMPLE SULPHUR BATHS, as efficacious 
as any from nature’s own springs. 


SULPHUR BATHS 


Are an admirable remedy for GOUT and RHEUMATISM and a 
marvelous healer of ULCERS and OLD SORES that 
gesist the operation of Salves and 
Ointments, 


| sa BEWARE OF VILE IMITATIONS. 6 | 
GLENN’S SULPHUR SOAP HAS BEEN COUNTERFEITED. 
ae Observe “CC, N. CRITTENTON, Proprietor.”” on 


each packet, without which none is genuine. Sold by 
all druggists. Depot, 115 Fulton Street, New York. 








THREE CAKES SENT BY MAIL, PREPAID, on 
Receipt of 75 CENTS IN STAMPS. 


“HILL'S HAIR AND WHISKER DYE,” black 
or brown, 50 cents, Sold by all druggists. 























A Revase Remeoy 


POR AL 

OIMEASES OF THE AND HEALING 

KI N, =| Power oF 

Sucn as TETTERS, 7 Swaynes’ 
“hereon OINTMENT. 
Rasn, On account OF AL- 
Erveireias, LAYING THE INTENSE 
Rinaworm, 5/ ITCHING AND INSURING 
Bansere’ Gweer Rerose, it 6 

ItcH, ng KNOWN BY MARY AB 

REonees or Tre Great Cure 

Noss FoR ITcHine Pies.'* 
ano 


Dr. Swayne @ Son, 


Face, Pra, 


Burne, 
Cus 


===> RvacisTs, 


IMPROVED MAGIC LANTERN. 


SIX VIEWS AND OUTFIT COMPLETE, $12.00. 
EQUAL TO MORE EXPENSIVE ONES. 
Persons of limited means can make a comfortable living by 
giving exhibitions. 
DON’T FAIL TO INVESTIGATE. 
Send three-cent stamp for particulars. 
25 BEAUTIFUL PICTURE CARDS sent on receipt of ten one- 
cent stamps. JAKOBI & HART, 
Manufacturers and Dealers, 
185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 











THE JUDGE. 








{ PERSONAL description of Vennor, the prophet, states 
that he has a weather-beaten look. Well, why shouldn't 
he have? He’s been beaten by the weather often 


enough.—Rockland Courier. 


CrrEewayo is one of the biggest invoices of colored. 
prince ever imported into Great Britain.—Aansas City 
Truth. 


A PRIEsT once asked a condemned criminal in a Paris 
jail: ‘* What kind of a conscience have you?” “It’s as 
good as new,” replied the prisoner, ‘for I have never 
used it.” 


SpectaL Policeman Allen had an egg yesterday laid 
by one of his hens, which measured eight inches in cir- 
cumference one way and six and three-quarters the 
other.—Exhange. Just so. Policemen in the country 
towns are always doing something wonderful while city 
policemen are asleep on their beats, but once in a while 
we hear of a metropolitan ‘‘ cop ” who has a goose that 
lays a big, big golden egg—usually in front of a bank 
when the same is being robbed, and the policeman is 
chasing a small boy who has stolen an apple. 


‘‘ Parson,” said a man, approaching an Arkansaw 
minister, ‘‘I reckon you'd better take my name off your 
church books and let me go!” ‘‘ Why so?” asked the 
preacher. ‘‘ You have always been a consistent church 
member.” ‘ Wall, you see, I stole a mule, and I thought 
it wouldn’t be healthy for the church for me to belong 
to it.” ‘*When did you steal the mule?” ‘ About six 
monthsago.” ‘* Why, since that time you have assisted 
in several revivals. When were you seized with re- 
morse?” ‘*To-day.” ‘Was there a cause that in- 
fluenced you to make an acknowledgment?” ‘Yes, 
something of a cause.” ‘‘What was it?” ‘They 
proved that I stole the mule. SoI have concluded to 
quit the church. If they hadn't proved it, I would have 
remained longer.”—Arkansaw Traveler. 


‘«] want a divorce!” exclaimed a man, entering the 
Arkansaw Supreme Court room, and addressing the 
judge. ‘This is no place for divorces,” answered the 
judge. ‘Go and consult a lawyer.” ‘‘ But I want the 
question decided, whether or not I can get a divorce.” 
‘‘ What are the grounds?” asked the judge. ‘General 
cussedness and a failureto gee.” ‘‘ How long have you 
been married ” ‘I’m not married. I am engaged to 
a young lady who is going to sue me for breach of 
promise, and I thought that I'd get a divorce so I'd 
have the heels on her in case she gained the suit.” He 
was firmly ejected by the judge.—Arkansaw Traveler. 


Some personsin England keep a coal rake in the 
bedroom to drive away nightmare, or as a preserva- 
tive against the incubus. If the rake is placed in the 
bed, with the teeth upward, we should think it would 
prevent nightmare every time. The fact that it would 
also prevent sleep might operate against the remedy to 
some extent.— Norristown Heralu. ’ 


An English chemist analyzed a red stocking and got 
out of it twenty-two grains of tin. We shouldn’t think 
ke got enough to pay him for his trouble; and yet he 
couldn’t expect to find a gold mine in one red stocking. 
A pair of red stockings, however, frequently contain 
something that a gold mine couldn’t buy.— Norristown 
Herald. 





A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever. 
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S 
Oriental Cream, or Magical Beautifier 





ND A Removes Tan, Pimples, 
5] a Freckles, Moth-Patches, 
a on and every blemish on 
. 3 beauty, and defies detec- 
= 3 tion. It has stood the test 
— 2 2 of thirty years, and is so 
aa & wy harmless we taste it to be 
| - ae 

. % 3 sure the preparation is 
=) 5 properly made. Accept 
ey 3 no counterfeit of similar 






name. The distinguished 
Dr. L. A. Sayre said toa 
lady of the hautton (q pa- 
tient):—“ As you ladies 
will use them, 1 recom- 
mend Gouraud’s Cream 
as the least harmful ofau 
the Skin preparations.” 
One bottle will last six 
months, using it every 
. es day. Also Poudre Subtile 
emoves superfiuons nair without injury to the skin. 
Mae. M. B. T. GOURAUD, Sole Prop. 48 Bond St.. N. Y. 
For sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers throughout 
the U. S.. Canadas and Europe. Also found in N. Y. City, at 
R. H. Macy’s, Stern’s, Ehrich’s, Ridley’s, and other Fancy Goods 
Dealers. g@- Beware of base imitations. $1,000 Reward for 
arrest and proof of any one selling the same. 





The Notice of Builders, Architects and Plumbers 


18 DIRECTED TO MY 


“All Earthenware” Closet, 


Which is specially adapted for use in Hotels 
and Apartment Houses. 
This is the Cheapest and Most Reliable Closet in the market. 


60,000 of my closets in use in Europe, and over 20,000 in the 
United States. Send for catalogue. 


Jennings’ Sanitary Depot, 
% Burling Slip, N. Y. 


MONARCH LINE. 


NEW YORK AND LONDON. 

Splendid, new, fast steamers leave dock adjoining Pavonia 
Ferry, Jersey City: 
GRECIAN MONARCH (new).......-....-....Thursday, Sept. 21 
Superior Accommodations for Saloon Passengers, 

Prepaid steerage tickets, $26, being $2 lower than by any 
other line. Apply to the General Agents, 

PATTON, VICKERS & CO., 


35 Broadway. 





* Does not carry passengers, 








JAMES M. BELL & CO., 
31 Broadway, New York. 


Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)...........0-.000 eee 86.00 








FOR HOUSE CLEANING.—Saves Time, Labor and Money 
Cleans Paint, Wood, Marble, &c., and will Polish Tin, 
Brass, Copper, Knives, Glass, China Ware, Oil Cloths, &c. 


~ORGANS< 
27 Stops,i0 SetsReeds, $109.75 








The Famous Beethoven Organ with a beautiful 
Pipe Top, Handsome Black Walnut Case, suitable 

or the Parlor, Church or Sabbath School. 

hipped on one year's trial, with Organ Bench, 
Stool and Music, ONLY 


>t Sl OS.'7 & t< 


Remit by Bank Draft, Post Office Order or Regis- 
tered Letter. Money refunded with interest if 
not as represented after one year’s use. Organs 
built on the old plan, $30, $40, $50, 8 to 11 stops. 
a@- Catalogue FREE. Address or call upon 

DANIEL FP. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey 
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| No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, E<. wo-x, | ENGLISH HATS, 

| “WMartin’s” Umbrellas. 
| 

} 

| 


Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 


No. 212 BROADWAY, THE HATTER’S (‘= yield Novelties. 


Corner Fulton Street. 
I= STYLES ARE CORRECT !! WORLD RENOWNED QUALITY — THE BEST!! _2 
| Agents for the sale of these remarkable JE AQ "W"S&¥§ can be found in every city in the United States. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are*the recognizéd ,standard of excellence throughout the world. 
None genuine without the trademark. 


e ° THE government BaP a, cw Bri*tca, of 

| Billiard Tables. Wisconsin, $105 Tor & -  naohen battle twenty veers 
ago. This establishes waety bad-precede nt. The 

a next thing we'know Congress @ilLappropriate $100,- 

000,000 to pay for all the horses killed in battle twenty 
years ago; and it will be surprised to learn, when all 











The Wilson Patent 
ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 


With Thirty Changes of Position. 


Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair. Ch 
rib, Bed or Lounge, combi 
beauty, lightness, strengt! 
























the returns are in, that the number of these animals in licity, and comfort. Ever g 
the Union army during the war exceeded the number mail man pay at ong 
re ip ” ) 

of men in we field by re sat Norristown = Goods shipped to any address 
Sh READING “pos. TION. C.0.D,. Send for Tusirated Cir 


cular; quote THE JUDGE. 


os zanh 
be do- of a rina aie entaged poet, Address Whe Wilson Adjus. Chair M’'fg Co., 
sn 6 ADWAY, N. Y. 
: Jtnve not punctuated my poem -at-ajb” _ “ Yes, oo Sosone : 


THE H.W. GOLUENDER 00,5 um on, { Wal, Th 3 Bresnan 
arn: pick boot is going out of fashion, *tis said. eas te to &. F. COLE & CO. 


768 B’WAY AT T., Chi. “4 
241 vaeere MST... Beton. | fs Sa er et Loute cute: | Bat 1, easy-swinging boot worn by vigorous |, 


sExD FOR ILL.0FRATRD CATAROGDE a cco alin PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 


ven Hegistees 201-205 WILLIAM STREET 


rhe grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, 
been awarded to the Coliender Billiard Tables and Combinatio 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, ete., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878.. New 





and 



















k “herons the wedding-day she was dear and he was New York 
cher treasare; but afterward she became dearer and he eo. cee _— 
“pes Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calieys, Meteo! Furniture and 
‘ “A Posey county jeatte e concluded*#" fecent marriage eae oes. ge oy gma 
oe ceremony thusly: *‘ Them as this. court: has jined to- ing, Mortising, Etc. 
FIRST-CLASS ss : , let no man put asunder; But suffer little chil- —_ 
GRAND, SQUARE AND- UPRIGHT dros to “come unto them, so help me God.”—Toledo DODGING A CREDITOR. 





PL A, NOS One of the Funniest Books Ever Published. 
= OSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 


PRICE TEN CENTS. 











‘ or SOLE MANUFACTORY: BELFAST, IRELAND. - y _ — 2 
Warerooms: 15 E. 14th St., and 129 E, 125th St. EISS CONCERTS FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 
aA 0 é 
Factory N. E. corner 124th street and Ist ave, New York. T VERY APTRRNOON” = ee AVE. 34 and 36 North Moore St., N. Y. 





WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER Ol 


Grand, Square ana Upright 
PIANOS. 


PRICES REASONABLE. TERMS EASY. 


one 


5 


a 


—— ae ; 


a — a Fe 


a “© Warerooms: Fifth Avenue and West Sixteenth St., New York 


< —_-_ <> F ——_- 





OF MAKING MANY BOOKS THERE IS NO END.—ECCL, 12:12. ESTABLISHED 1836 


NEAT AND ELEGANT 


»,BOOK BINDING. 


From the Plainest te the Most Elaborate Styles. Emblematic Designs for all the Leading Subscription 
Books. Specimens on exhibition. 


IF YOU WANT GOOD WORK, AT LOW FIGURES, AND SAVE AGENT'S COMMISSION, COME DIRECT TO 
JAMES E. WALKER, 14 Dey St., N. Y. 


1 FILE OF NEW YORK HERALD, 1847, AND TIMES, TODATE, AND ODD NUMBERS, FOR SALE, 
ae EDITION WORK AT SHOR?!’ NOTICE A SPECIALTY. 
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W. H. VANDERBILT TESTING HIS PATENT BLOCK SYSTEM IN THE TUNNEL. 





